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So i.ca', our heart* did I*at,
There lay but a single *hadow

t»n tb? green sward at our feet.

To their initio.t *©ul of a/ure.
Hung bare the heaven* on high ;

Slow up through the rooming brightness
A mint-wreath climbed the *ky.

Then in the silver wlenee
My heart be< ante aware

(Hi round *o fine it moved not
The mute and delicate air.

" I* it the inus ea! ocean?
Th.- morn ing, musical sea?

Or t« it a wind-witch singing
In die bole ot lite gteat ash tree ?

" Seven leagues away to the northward,
Aloan the sta-shclls on the shore;

No wind in the bole of the ash ttee
Kver sang this tune before.''

Then, while the fine eonipre«* on
O; lii-Sirin around me stole,

I felt how the eyes of my lover
Were looking into my soul.

And he «otV.y 'aid, " This music

Until my heart make night and roon;
Cult long have 1 waited, weary,
For thy heart to learn the tui.e.

' Oli, leave the wind in the a«h tree!
4 til. leave the si a on the si ore !

For our heart* shall brat this measure,
Ik ar love, till they beat 110 inore ! "

j Copyright secured according to law. |
For the National Kra.
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A NEW ENGLAND 6IRL.
BT MARTHA RUSSELL.

CHAPTER XXII.Continued.
1 1 ad won self-posttession, if nothing else,

siie.v those old days when Miss Harriet Hart's
stare and rustling dress conld put me out

of c untenaoce; and, regardless of the smile
that still curved Miss Ellen's mouth, I arose,
and, seating myself at the piano, begun the
prelude to the old Scotch song which still, I
presumed, lay open on Miss Helen Cavendish's
piauo, at the I'iue?, " The Scottish Widow's
Lament.*' I had obtained the music from the
tKiehr r at Oaklawn, aud had studied it thoroughly; and now, as I sung, memories of the
days when 1 first saw it came over me.thoughts
of all tha* had happened since; and the grief
aud lonelint-si of my own life were mingled
with the touching pathos of the bereaved wife
aud mother.
As 1 ceased, there was silence a second, beforeMiss tirace Llovd eirliumwl. with oRhnol.

K'rl ifpuUlTftriPSS.
' Jii'inv, Julia, isn't that beautiful! So

BweH and sad. And she sings it so well. I
must earn that.indeed I must! It is better
thau all the waltzes and polkas ever written ! "

.Miss Id:>yd never turned her head, but sat
care'eesly waving her richly-carved fan, (it was
a warm u^y in June,) but the mother said, imperative'y.

*(iiac\ will you never remember that all
an h exaggerated hursts and expressions are
vu'yi r and i l-bred.v,holly contrary to that
elegant and repose which make the
manners of a lady? I really hoped that, under
the trail ing of Madame I.egarrie, you had overcone this in unlady like trait! "

firac! blushed and pouted, while I arose to
eek my iortner secluded seat. As I passed
Miss Annesley, she took my hand, and said.

' Thank you, dear, a thousand times. That
song has brought back the light of many a vanishedJune like this. Cousin Lloyd, you rememberEilen Cavendish.you met her here
several toues about the time of your marriage.
That was a favorite song with her, and she
sung as no one e'se could."

44 Yes; what was there about her or her
brother? I think I heard something happened
to one or both of them."

44 Helen was insane, or partially so, for many
years. It is scarcely more than a year since
.i . »»

" And her brother. I remember bin* ; quite
n wicked man. They were wealthy, too, I
think."

" He died about three months since, very
I 'tdiieidv, at the Astor House. They are all
gon» now.'bey, and many others."
M ss Annesley sighed. and I Raw that her eyes

w<-re full ( f tears, but Mrs. Lloyd went on, in
her hard, inflated lout8.
"The extinction of such old families of wealth

and standing is not only very sad, bat, in myjudgment, a crime acrainst society. No one
knows who "ill crowd into their places; and this
Mr. Cavendish should have married, as a matterof duty to his class, if not himself. We all
have our duties."

And Mr. K&lph Saville Annesley his," I
menially added, as I saw her glance rest onMiss Julia. iPerhaps Miss Annesley had the same thought,but she did not speak, and Miss Lloyd continuedher queries.

" What disposition did he make of his property?"," He gave it, by will, to the children of a Mr.Ellis.a distant relative, I think. They are a
very respectable family. I understand."t" \X hy, they must be the Ellis's, of Oaklawn!-'said Miss Grace Lloyd, opening wideher blue eyes. " It was a Mr. Cavendiuh that
left them a fortune not long since. You re-

nib, r, ma, ma, I told you that Fanny Pynch-
eon was going to marry a Mr. Ellis. But the
queerest thiug has happened. Sophie wrote
me about it last week. I should have forgottento tell you, if Cousin Anne had not mentioned
the name 1"

" Have you forgotten your English at
Madame Legarrie's, Grace? or do the youngladies there use such words as queer ? " obstrveiMiss Lloyd, with a sneer.

" Strange, then, Julia 1" returned the little
tievcv. too e:,/er to respond to Miss Annesley's*" W hat is it ? iet us know, pet," to be angry.I did not need to ask. I knew what was
tOffli t. vi.t 1 a. u.«-: T

tuc uuun Ui engravings *had been ostensibly looking over, and satfolded arms, curious to learu what the worldsaid of this affair.
41 Why, Sophie Bays that the old gentlemandied, and left them all the property.that is,Edward, Fanny's suitor, and his sister; butthere was something said in the will about abrother, who died abroad when he was quite aboy, a great many years ago. It was a mere mat-ter of form.the lawyers aaid.a whim ofthe oldgentleman's. But what should one of the teach- 1era in the seminary do.(Mrs. Ellia, the mother,couducts a seminary for ladies).a poor girl, apauper, Sophie fays.whom Mrs. Ellis tookand educated out of charity, but step forwardand claim to be the daughter of that brother,and the heiress of the property !"" What unparalleled impudence 1" exclaimedMrs. Lloyd, with her chin erect. I hope thelady sent her back to the almshouse, or, rather,gave her iuto the hands of the officers of justice1"
"4 I am surprised at your astonishment, marhere maiminsaid Miss Julia, whisking a flyfrom her freoh spring silk with her fan. 44 Afteryour experience with our governesses, you

ought not to be surprised at anythifig from that
class. A more needy, ambition* jt presumingset does not exist. This claim, ins^td of being
strange, as Grace says, is perfectly in character."

Grace langhed. " Aye, JaKa nv hr can get
over Miss Littell her governest marriagewith the Hon. Mr. E . I thinjf i was quite
a romance, Annt Anne."
||t M'ss Julia did not deign a reply- o this inklingof domestic history, and kind lis* Annes
ley said, thoughtfully." It is possible, though hardly p >bable, that
this teacher's claim may be just. * Mr. Cavendish'sbrother was a wayward boy, and I
have heard Ralph himself speak C. the rumor
of his marriage. But go on. dear' what came
of it?" I'
"The girl, I believe, bad som-"paper that

gave color to her story ; and ther was an old
housekeeper of Mr. Cavendish's*'bo said he
bad acknowledged her as his ne?* before be
died; and there was talk of a ompremise, for the
Ellis's are very honorable people ; 'hnt the girl
showed ont her true character by: wining away
in the night*after attempting, as.mphie bints,
to bribe an elder half brother of ^ lward Ellis
to marry her." <There was James Sancroft's tnl L I might
h«r»-fc smiled at the absurdity of tale, had I
not felt that Edward Ellis himse ' must have
told it to Fanny Pyncheon, who-i grace and
beauty I had so often heard him ^scribe. He
must have believed it. Mrs. Ellvi believed it,
and these ladies believed it. wft® th®*
teacher's guerdon for renunciation, hunger.
suffering, and toil. For this shahad walked
the streets ofW a beggar. They had not
told of the coldnegs, mistrust, ^cd suspicion,
the changed looks and tones, which made her
life there, on their terms, intolerable I Not a
word of this, fcut she had shown her true characterby running away ! SKe wah poor.therefore,dishonest; homeless.therefore, base and
unwomanly.her acts deserving of the worst
construction ; friendless.therefore, anythingin the shape of man, with friends and family,
aye, and for aught I know without, might slanderher with impunity! Great God! and this
was society.life! This was Christianity in
the nineteenth century 1

Is it strange that I paid little beed to the remainderof the tale, told in those silvery, girlishaccents ?.the shock this creature's ingratitudehad given to Mrs. Ellis's nerves.the disinterestednessof herself and son in trying to
trace the fugitive.the probable postponement
of Edward's marriage.or, the emphatic denunciationsof " such baseness," by Mrs. Lloyd,
echoed faintly by gentle Miss Annesley,. and
the eloquent shrug of Miss Julia's fair shoulders.butsat recalling some words of Mr. Ralph
Annesley's, uttered long ago, beside the Cedar
Pond, about the children of Hindoo women and
the river Ganges.

C1IAPTKR XXIII.
We are at Higheliff, once more enjoyingthe fair miracles of sunrise and sunset, with

the s'ill summer noontides between. The
Lloyds, declining Miss Annesley's cordial invitation,are whiling away the time, before the
Saratoga season commences, at the houses of
friends on the banks of the Hudson, somewhat
to my mistress s disappointment. The father
of these young ladies had been a very dear
friend of here.something nearer than a friend,
I fancied.from various little things that came
to my knowledge, and she had evidently transferredher affection to his children. This long,
liugering ari.ma from the " plant called Love
in Idleness," had completely blinded her to
Miss Julia's overbearing pride.or, perhaps, it
did not seem to her a fault, for she was of
their own rank, and could not be expected to
see with the eyes cf the poor companion.
But her disappointment was soon effaced by

the bright sunshine and fresh air of Higbcliff,
and she spent hours out in the garden, leaning
on my arm, for she was now able, with help,
to walk, or seated in a garden chair beneath
the great peach tree at the end of the alley,
planning the arraogeraent of the flower beds,
aud overseeing the labors of Peter's boy Jim,
her maid Jane, and myself. Sometimes Peter
himself gave us a lift at odd moments, when he
was not busy on the farm, and by midsummer
our garden was a wilderness ,of beauty.oldfashionedbeauty, too.for there were the flowers
my mistress loved and tended in her youth.
white lilies, 9weetwilliams, larkspurs, columbines,marigolds, and hollyhocks of all colore,
red and white and damask roses, sweet-scented
shrubs, lilac and syringa, and Guelder roses,
and many a bed of thyme and camomile and
mignonette, summer savory, and fennel, all
bordered by the ever green and fresh-looking
box, thick hedges of which divided the lawn
from the street, and lined every alley about the
grounds. This was a new feature to me; all
that I had ever seen before had been the little,
yellow, dust-colored specimens lining the mathemati(&lly-drawnflower beds in some narrow
yards in the suburbs of the city.as unlike this
fresh,green,stalwart thingas possible; and these
hedges were to me a continual source of delight,sending up so firm, and strong, and undaunted,meither shrinking nor paling for summer'sheat nor winter's snow.
But a word about Highcliff. It was nothing

more than a large old-fashioned farm-house,
standing on a plateau of some acres in extent,about half way up a ridge of hills that encirclethe semi-capital of the county, the town
of Bedford. It fronted the southwest, and from
the front windows, or the old porch, the eyeranged over many a place famous in the annalsof the Revolution as the scene of fiercefoughtbattles or bloody treachery, until it restedon a long line of hazy blue, which my heart
leaped up to see. for it was the distant waters
of the Sound. Behind us rose the hills, not
high enough to be dignified as mountains, bat
still steep and rough in some places, -and
seamed by deep gorges, at he bottom of which,
overhung by cliffs aud tre&, gargled the swift
mountain brooks, which, finally uniting their
mimic streams in the valley below, hurried onwardthrough 'the borders of Connecticut, to
mingle their waters with those of the Bound.
Back of the house was an orchard.beyond,

an open meadow.then a piece of woods, where
the fiat ceased, and you began to ascend, until
you emerged from the trees, and stood on a
high ledge of rocks, which terminated in an almostperpendicular cliff, overhanging one of
these same swift streams. - It was this, I presume,that gave the place itft name. On the
burnmit of this there stood a. small tower, now
evidently going to decay f antfa few rods farther
up were the remains of wha, had once been a
rustic bridge, spanning the gorge, the place of
which was now supplied by a single plaak.The view from these rocks, for the tower I
found locked, was much finer than that from
the house ; for. to the northwest, far over the
Croton, loomed op the summit* of the Highlands.Sugarloaf, Crow's Neat, Douderberg, and
the rest -of the Titan brethren ; while to the
south, like a streak of silver, gleamed the waters
of Tappan Bay. On th% north, nestled amid
the hills, was Bedford, in ml its rural state, with
countless villages and scattered farm houses.

In answer to my queries, I was told that old
Mr. Annesley built the totrel and bridge, Highcliffhaving been his favorite residence.
" Times are changed, MTss, since the old

master's day," said old Peter, as, with a sorrowfulglance at the fields about him, hg stood
leaping over his hoe, ami the hills of rustling
corn, where I had joined im. Then the house
was full of company, a id the stable full of
horses. Ah, Miss 1 you ; hould have seen the
pair of grays he used to< rive. An' a mighty
particular man he was, too. He would get
perched up in the tower t ere, with his books;
but for all that, little wen an down below here,
that he did not see." %
"Is not the present owuer a good master?"
" Mr. Ralph, you mea&Miss? Yes; some

may be would call him better than his fitlher,
for that matter, for he seldom comes here; and
when he does, he's mighty easy about things.
But I like to have a master's eye upon as often.
It kinder keeps things eti sight."

" Yon spoke of the tow t; I would like to go
into it, if there is no obi :tion. Have you the
key?"

V
r -|£, -.

*

u Yes; but I £ »n'$ know, Miss; nobody has
been there for mtay years, but Mr. Ralph. He
fitted up the lower room when he was here some
years ago, in theVout season; if Miss Annesleythinks he woald *«t mislike it"
M1 will ask he I returned, interrupting hisdoubtful tone.
" Thank'ee, M is. You see, Mr. Ralph's particular,too, in 1 is way; an' he's been away so

mucb, one don't quite know his mind."
Miss Anneslef saw no objection, and I spent

many an hour a the upper room of the old
tower, with my oo< in my hand, or dreamingdreams as wild tnd weird, and, alas 1 as littlelikely to be resized, as any of those I had
dreamed amid the whortleberry pastures of
Brainshand, picturing out a life, not devoid of
struggles and tHals, but so rich and repletewith all that mV<e had lacked, that it set myheart throbbing until Reason came in and
smiled, half in IFiger and half in grief, at myfolly.
The lower ro(r-1 of the tower I always passedhastily through- hardly pausing to glance at

the mouldy boC i upon the small table, or the
fishing and hd ting gear upon the walla. It
locked dreary a hi forsaken, and the walls were
mildewed by tl - damp that came in throughthe broken win owe.
"V was happW here than ever, if I did sometimesbuild cha iaitx en Espayne altogether too

costly for a c ild of the almshouse.than I
had ever been iince those visits to the Covejfor here I was, indeed, made not only a companion,but tt'feted as an equal, intelligent
woman. Inde d, I was far Miss Annesley'ssuperior in in' Allectual culture, and my mind
travelled leagu* i where hers only beat round and
round the acc' stomed track. This was unfor
tunate, for it it. necessary to a woman's true development,the \ she should have some one to
share, if not f aide, her highest thought. BeIBides, I had, I ear, a great deal of<( that turni-
tide of heart''with which Mr. Tyler used to
charge me, ctii ging to me still ;\for though I appreciatedand .Admired Miss Anuealey's goodnessand bene|Qlence, it affected me something
as I have said wie Life of Payson did, when I
was a child. If* was good in its way, but I wantedsomething less negative, something that
fought, and d* lbted, and struggled, and overcome.
One thing U iubled me much. I heard nothingfrom littV Adeline Leete. I had been,much to my f urrow, obliged to leave the citywithout seeing faer again, for she never came to

call on me as he promised ; and when I againsought her lod ."ings, to tell her of my destination,I was tfl 3 that she was out with her husband.I had * itten to her twice since we came
to Highcliff, b had received no reply. I tried
to persuade i <j^elf that she, too, might have
gone into the Gantry for a few weeks, back to
the dear old C «ve and Polly Maria, or to visit
her husband's fiends; and I looked forward to a

happy meetin; in the autumn, glad to think
that when her hour of trial came, and she laydown on her t fed of pain, to rise crowned with
honor and jo/ Uncle Steve and I both should
be near her.

I often spefci ah hour in the kitchen with Mrs.
Brown, Peter' wife, listening to the endless discussionsbetw en her and Miss Annesley, on the
best method c f pickleing and preserving; and
many more iff the garden with Jane and Jim,gathering the fruit for their use.
One morning, when I came in with my basket

of gooseberries, I found Peter talking with
Miss Annesle >. He hnsd driven to Bedford that
morning, and was telling her about some one
who was ver/ ill. She seemed much concerned,aud kept tluttering her hands nervously about,saying.

" Poor crefture'l poor thing I What will bocomeof her? Two grandchildren, did you
say ? "
"Yes; there are two of 'em, an the girl's big

pTm. 1Tk tA an *k~ .^.4 iL J
.V ivwi; vuvim, au IIU VU« 1CBI, UlCrC 9

au Old WOUia?! t-Heic <k rrlntivb.likp. T lA. U
that takes cite of her; but they are poorly
enough off, 1 guess, an it's a long way from
neighbors.*'

44 You and your wife must drive up there, and
see after them, Peter. We must not let them
suffer."

" Drive, ^Cias Annesley ! I doubt whether a
wagon has Jteen over the road between here
and there sirre the greV. storm, a year ago last
September. *t'he road's all torn to pieces. Now,if 'twas a rainy day, I might foot it op the mountain,(Peter .^Iways spoke of the mountains,) or,
at a pinch, r de old Bony up there; but it's a
good hay-da;, ma'am ! "
A fine bf y-day was sacred from all outside

interruption with old Peter; and as he turned
doggedly atf*y,,i»ith his unanswerable remark,I inquired.* .

44 Who is i'»- that is ill? Can I be of any assistance? "
14 A widow Joyce, who lives at the top of the

Ridge yonder, <>here you see those two tall poplars.She used t'o live in the family, and Peter
heard, over in the town, to-day, that she had
been quite ill. ?Jhe must be suffering, I think."

44 I will gt> to see her, if you choose, to day.I can easily walk there and back Before night."
' You, cAilcl! 'Why, it's four miles, at

least I"
44 That's n) more than I've often walked since

we came he -e. I like a long walk."
It was de ided that I should go, and, to avoid

the heat of I he mid-noon, I started immediately,
with the lad Jim for a guide and companion,
and the twcf tall poplars for a landmark. I am
not sure th» t the lad did not diverge occasionallyfrom the direct course, to show me some fa-
iiiuus iroun tjf ipoi, or 10 see wnetner itie crows
built their r estd where they did a year ago; but
we reached our destination safely, and, leaving
him outside* I entered the open door.
A woma;i Pent over the fire, stirring somethingin a 1 aaia ; she heard my step, for, withoutturning sfa * said.
" Be ver,/ q liet, Jenny, for Bhe'a in a nice

sleep."
I started, sk t>d a moment, uncertain whether

to retreat 6s ai vance; then, hastily crossing the
fioor, laid toy hand on her shoulder, saying,softly.

" Alice, Jea? Alice, don't be frightened; it's
not Jenny 1"
She sprang up, gave a stare of astonishment,and then cluntt to me, sobbing." Oh, my chwd 1 master Philip's child 1 Then,

yon did notgo -tway to die, like yoor poor father,
as I feared ? thank God, thank God I "

I drew her to a seat, and briefly explainedwhere I was,.*hd why I had left Oaklawn as I
did. She she )k her head mournfully, as she
whispered.

"It's just like him, child. TOtey need no
other proof of jour birth ; but, iPwasn't right,I dou't think Mister Rathsay would say it
was."
" May b« n t, Alice ; but it's done, and now

it remains wit t you and me to keep the secret.
You must be aore careful than you were with
James Sancro t"
" Did he sa ^ I told him, the false knave ? "

she exclafmed flushing up as I never saw her
before.

" He led mf to think so, if he did not actuallysay so; but, it's no matter now, dear Alice."
" It is mat er. Miss Lina." she reolied. with

an»air of meekness replacing the quick flush
of anger, " be iauae it was not the truth. I had
promised you aot to tell, but I could not lie; and
when he put the question, finally, 'Were youMaster Philips child ?' I said nothing; not
until he spokr slightingly of Mr. Rathsay, and
then I said li<< and his might find hq was not so
crazy as they thought."
Again 1 mhde her promise to keep my secret,and then dre> from her some account of Oaklafcnand heneli.

a

As soon at the knowledge of my flight hadreached her, ("he went down to Oaklawn herself,and saw Mrs. Ellis. Here, it seems, she could
not be made to see that this step proved me an
impostor, ana went hack to the Pines with a
heavier heart than before. In a week or two,it was intimated to her that the Ellis familywould like to shut up the house, but that she
might have a home ia their family, if she chose.
But she could not bear to serve among strangers;and Mr, Edward Ellis, who was the "best
of the bunch," in her vernacular, had brought

her to New York himself.her and old Neptune.
u Nep ! What did you do with him ? "

u Left him at Mr. Spencer's office. I think
he wanted him."
« And Mark ? »
" Went to H., to his friends."
So the house was deserted. It was well.

They would have the wealth ; I, the love of an
old woman and a dumb dog; and I felt rich
and. glad.
Her niece had been suffering from a kind of

low fever, brought on by over-work, Alice
thought, and trouble.

" She was better now, and she could make
her very comfortable, thank Heaven; but poorMary would doubtless be pleased that the familyat Highcliff remembered her."

I asked for the grandchildren. Jenny, a
rosy cheeked lass, was called in; but the father,who had just come home from sea, had taken
Bill to the city for a few days.We had brought a small basket, containing
our own luncheon, and a few things which Miss
Annesley thought likely to tempt the appetiteof the sick woman; and when she awoke, I
went in, and spoke with her, assuring her of
Miss Annesley's sympathy. She seemed much
pleased, and thanked me warmly for coming.

rr.aamg Jenny sit by ber mother, and sendingJim, my guide, whom I found down uponhis hands and knees by the fresh spring, beneaththe poplars, watching for frogs, forward,Alice walked several rods with me down the
hill-side. At length she paused, and stood
looking at the chimneys of Highcliff, which
were visible above the sea of green trees.

" Many and many's the time I've been there
with them that's gone," she said; " I'm glad
you are there, child, though it's little I thought
master Philip's child would live there a "

" Servant, Alice," I said, seeing her hesitate;" but, as you say, I am glad I am there.twice
glad to be so near $ou. I shall come to see
you often, and, remember, I am Mies Lina.
Lina Ray, now."
" Have you giveu up the name, then ? Theysaid you kept it."
" Only for a while. By and by, when I getrich enough, I mean to go West, and, if possible,prove my right to it! "
"Go now, child. Take my money. We

need but little.indeed, we can do without it 1"
" So can I, Alice; " and, with a kiss on her

old withered cheek, I bounded down the hill.
I soon overtook .Tim, and, gladdened by this

meeting with old Alice, and my long day amid
the hills, I ran races with the hoy, as the shad-owalengthened, across the open fields, and enjoyedthem, too, with a zest which the " Englishteacher at Oaklawn" would have scarcelythought possible six months before.

" I shall go over the Cliff, Jim," I said, as
we neared home; " I want to see the sun set."

" Then I will go too, Miss, and I guess I'll
get to the bridge first 1"
He shot past me like an arrow, while I followedleisurely after, in time to see him, when

within a few rods of the bridge, stumble and
* a. L 1 Jl- mi t ....

pucu neaaiong. x ninKing be might be hart, 1
ran forward, bat sprang back at the fierce
growl of a large dog that came bounding over
the recks. I cried out to the boy, to know if
he waB hurt, but he was already on his feet,and, pointing to the plank, said.

" See, Miss Lina, it's Mr. Ralph ! "
A rapid glance convinced me that he was

right, but I had no time to look; for, at the
sound of my voice, the dog, who had plantedhimself at the end of the plank, as if to pravent
us from trespaesing upon his master's seclusion,sprang forward, and came fawning around
me, uttering low cries of joyful recognition. It
was Neptune.dear old Nep.and with difficultyI repressed the answering cry of delightthat rose to my lips. As it was, I could not
afford, save«by a mute caress or softly-uttered
word, to recognise even the love of my uncle's
Hoc. for fear it might betray me. Mistaking,as bis words indicated, the cause ot aeiaj, iue

gentleman stepped across the plank, saying." Down, Nep ! The dog will not harm you.
Is the lad hurt ? "
"Not a bit, sir!" spoke up Jim. "We

were runuing races, Miss Lina and 11 "

" Indeed I I wasn't aware that the young
women of thtfpresent day practiced such classicalfeats. The dog's instincts are keener, for
he seems to appreciate an accomplishment so
much in his own line, and is desirous of making
friends. Down, Nep, I say 1"

1 scarce^knew whether the smile or the tone
was meant for a compliment or a sarcasm, and
I said, bluntly, as I moved toward the bridge.

44 I thank him, for neither a dog's lightness
of foot nor friendship is to be despised, I fancy 1"

44 Very true 1 ^T5e replied, with a quick glance
at my face, as he moved on by my side, adding,
as by way of explanation, 44 This plank is hardlysafe, I think, even for one who runs races.
Let me try it again with my heavier foot."
He stalked forward across the worm-eaten

affair, as if it was quite a matter of indifference
whether it held together or not; and,satisfying
himself by a glance that Jim and I were following,ascended the rocks in the direction of the
tower. He etood looking down upon the wide
landscape, apparently unforgetful of our proximity,as we passed him to gain the narrow
footpath that led to the wood below, old Nep
running on before, and the lad expatiating oa
the necessity u of father's bridging the ravine
with a first-rate new plank." But he turned
suddenly, with.

44 And who may your father be, my lad ? "

44 Why, Peter Brown, Mr. Annesley. Don't
you know me, sir? I'm Jim I "

44 Aye, I see now, and " he paused, but
his glance at me had caught the boy's attention,and, childlike, he went on, as if proud of
his information.

44 This is Miss Ray, sir. She came with Miss
Annesley, and reads to her, and helps make
garden, and goes with me to salt the sheep and
bring the cows, and "

44 Runs races," interrupted the gentleman,
slightly lifting his hat at this introduction.
44 Miss Anneslev is fortunate in nnfuteflnin<r anr.h
a friend!"

u You mistake, air; I am simply Mias Annesley'shired companion ! "
u Aye, I forgot.a pleasant walk to yon! "

Again the hat was lifted still higher than before,and, with a grave bow, he turned np the
steps toward the tower,'while I walked rapidly
home, mnsing upon this sudden appearance of
the master, and what it might portend.

" He will only stay a day or two," said Miss
Annesley, as she met me in the square hall, all
in a flatter of excitement; " How I do wish the
Lloyd girls were here! He will find it so dull
without them 1"

A CpmfiNO Cat..One day, a cook in a monastery,when he laid the dinner, found one
brother's portion ofmeat missing. He supposedthat he had miscalculated, made good the deficiency,and thought no more of it till the next
day, when he had again too little at dinner
time, by one monk's commons. He suspectedknavery, and resolved to watch for the thief.
On the third day he was quite snre that he had
his meat cut into the right number of portions,and was about to dish up, when he was called
off by a ring at the outer gate. When he came
back, there was again a monk's allowance
gone. Next day he paid special heed to his
calculations, and when be was on the point of
dishing up, again there was a ring at the gate,
to draw him from the kitchen. He went no
further than the outside of the kitoheo door,
when he saw that the cat jumped in at the
window, and was out again in an instant with
a piece of meat. Another day's watching show-
ea mat n was me cat also, which, by leaping f
op at it, set the hell ringing with her paws, ana t
thus having, as she supposed, palled the cook t
oat of the kitchen, made the coast clear for her i
own piratical proceedings. The monks then i
settled in conclave that the cat should be thus I
left to earn, for the remainder of her days,double rations, while they spread the story of r
her cunning. So they obtained many visiters, \
who paid money for good places from which to |
see the little comedy, and they grew richer for i
the thief they had among them. f

For the National Kra

THE FANTASY.
BY PHOJBB CABKY.

Once, charmed by thy moat pleasant smile,
And listening; to thy praises, such

As woman, hearing all the while,
1 think could never hear loo much.

I had,a pleasant fantasy,
Of louts that meet, and, meeting, blend ;And, hearing that same dream froin thee,I said 1 loved thee, O my friend!

That was the flood tide of ray you'll,
And now its calm waves backward flow;I cannot tell if it were truth,
Nor whether I do love or no.

My days and nights pass pleasantly,
Serenely on the seasons glide;And though I think and dream of thee,
I dream of many things beside.

Most eagerly thy praise is sought;
Tis sweet to meet, and sad to part;

But all my best and deepest thought
Is hidden from thee, in my heart.

Then blame not that my love is less
Than should repay thy heart's desire;

For, though I give thee only this.
I give thee all thou canst inspire.

MISCELLANEOUS.
From Brace's new hook, " The Norse-Folk.''

THOKWALDSEITS MUSEUM.
The charm and attraction which, to the loversof art, surround the Danish capital, which alonedraw multitudes hither, come from one man'sgenius.Thorwaldsen.
I find nothing in modern plastic art nearly

uo graceful or so attractive cm his sculpture. Ihave long known the casts of his best works ;but they give really no fair conception of his
genius. The exquisite severity and purity ofoutline, the gentle shadowing and change ofsurface, expressing the most delicate sentiments,and, as it were, the fullness of exuberantlife in the marble, are lost in the plaster. The
cast is more shrunken, stiff, and even harder, and,except in the expression of very strong actionand vigor, does not fully convey the ideal. Thisis costrary to my own impression, which* has
always been that the cast often left an effect on
the feeling as distinct and pleasing as the original.

I Wrote these words under the fresh impressionof his works. They express still their efIfeet On my own mind:
" There are feelings in the life of the soulwhich are the moat exquisite, joyous, and radiant,that ever visit man. All other joys are

poor and commouplace by their side. The
memory alone of them is sweeter than all after
pleasures. They belong to the fresh morningof life.to its bloom, and hope, and cheeriness.They are spiritB who, with the fragrance and
beauty of a happier sphere, come once to us in
that early morning, and come not again. Itis not given, except to poets, to utter the exceedingjoy which they bring into human life.
All that is moat delicate and luxurious and
cheerful in Nature, become their fitting expres-sion. Tke song of thrushes and nightingales,the fragnnce of roses and apple blossoms, the
richness of summer flowers, the sparkle of
waves, the glimmer of moonlight, the radiances
of spring sunshine, all the sweetness and gaietyof the-ootward world, are their language. How
even mo poor ana ignorant long to express this
overflowing joy ! It comes forth in music, in
songs, in the merry dance. Words cannot giveit. It is too subtle for language. The graceof life, the luxury and the unspeakable delicious-
nesa of youth and love, have no verbal medium '

fine enough tn convey them.
"It seems to me Thorwaldsen, like the Greeks. 1

has been able to utter these evanescent and !
"""*** J-1:.«» The joyfnlneas andgracefulness of youth, the exquisite picaau.v. \
of love, the gaiety and frolic and blitheness of
the morning of life, are his subjects. In his
frolicksome children, and the lithe springing '

forms of his youths, in the sweetness of maid-
ess and the luxury of womanly beauty, in clas-
sic scenes, revived with a feeling and naturalnesswhich no other modern has shown, we feel
theJoy of life uttered. It is the very pleasureof radiant love and tender passion. We see
that hero is a touch which can trace the, mostdelicate and beautiful sentiments, and never (

slur toem. 1
il The bloom and grace of the first affection,the sweetnesss of youth, the luxury and aban- 1

don of a happy heart, the thrill of impassioned 1

love, are drawn, and made alive on the coldmarble-slab. It is wonderful I That which <
words are too earthly to give; which comes up i
in never to-be-forgotten memories, or in insatia 1
ble longings with every fragrant breath of
Spring and sweet melodv of music : which »lnno <
once felt can make henceforth the meanest life <

beautiful, and of which the slightest traces and <
associations are more delicious than all succeedingenjoyments.this the Northern artist
has been able to utter in the difficult language '

of sculpture, and to leave its enduring expressionin the bard stone 1 Such a man has given *

a spring to the world; he is a poet of its hap- *
piness.

" I think, as I walk about the city and see 1

his thoughts, in saloons, in poor men's houses, 8

in cellars and taverns, that in future, long after c

their petty princes and statesmen are forgotten, 1

this great heart will be cherished by the people, c

and perhaps, in far distant ages, the only thing r

which will preserve the memory of the Danish
capital, will be that it was the home of Thor- 8

wald&en."
The museum of his works is, on the whole, [well arranged.each important statue has a ylittle apartment for itself, the light coming from t

above, and the walls being lined with^uitable ,

bat reliefs. These reliefs are to me among the
^most precious of his works, and yet those of ^which the casts give the feeblest impression. (tIt is very difficult, however, to get a good light yfor them in private houses. They demand, I

think, a strong side-light. *

Certainly, of all the representations of Christ, jeither in painting or sculpture, Thorwaldsen's
vis the most effective. It is known now through athe world. That attitude of benignant and mercifuldignity, of a noble pity and condescension, care made familiar in thousands of copies.yet, ^it is not satisfactory. The original, however, is
nmuch more so than the oasts. The giant size, tperhaps, lessens the impression of weakness ^which the traditional face of Christ always

[eaves; ana, standing in its nicbe in the church,
[the Frue Kirke,) overlooking the row of aposLiesand the worshippers, with the strong lights gmd shadows from above on its features, one ^;an sometimes realize faintly the ineffable t|grandeur and nobleness of that life of suffering cmd love, of which this is the feeble represents;ion-

It is a remarkable thjng, and shows the ge- ^lids of Thorwaldson, that he who has, above all
modern artists, best restored the spirit of clasilcism,could not read a word of Greek or Latin,
ind could not write his own language correctly 1

pAn interesting life has appeared of him, i>y
Thiele, going rather too much into detail, but y(ihowing clearly the struggles and difficulties of
he great artist. Poverty, dependence, and die- 3]
ippomtment, were some of the nurturing cir- Q<
:u instances which surrounded the growth of his y(genius. Ife was the son of a maker of figureisadsfor ships, an Ioelander, though he him- thelf was born in Denmark. While he was w
struggling with fortune at Rome, and iust bo[inningto wip his first chaplets, the father died «,
n an almshouse in Denmark.an event for ^rhich Thorwaldsen, though by no means at
suit, never oeased to reproach himself and,
aost of all, his titled friends, who had promised
0 assist the old man. The .first great work hi
rhich made Thorwaldsen known to the world re
ras his Jason, which yet ranks as among his it
test. An English gebtleman bought it. ss
It is related by Jfyiele, that a Danish lady of th

ank, who had encouraged the young artist CI
rhen laboring at this statue, was revisiting do
tudio years after, with a company of friends, T1
rhen he had become a great man, and, as they wi
tassed a cast of Jason, she said, patronizingly, wi

M Thorwaldsen, that is my child, you know 1"
The artist, who remembered probably the yearsof suffering and trial and disappointment, beforethis work came forth, looked by no means
pleased, and said, bluntly, " Well, madam, youhad very few pains of labor for it 1 "

His life shows many of the peculiarities of
genius. He was sometimes for a long period.
even a whole year .under the most gloomyfits of depression, and utterly unable to labor;and then, again, he would throw off his most
exquisite works with incredible rapidity.He lived to win the praiBe of all Europe, asthe greatest modern sculptor, and to return tohis fatherland, to receive the highest honorsand most cordial welcome from his countrymen.
The Viflit of tiie Grand Dcke Constantink

to France and England..It is a suggestivefact, that the Grand DukeConstantine, the Ad-!
miral of the Russian navy, the most warlike
and " old Russian " of the family of the Em-
peror Nicholas, during the late war the most;bitter, active, and relentless enemy of the
Western Powers, is now on a visit to the capitalsof France and England.at latest accounts \
in fans, ana going to Liondon.received with
distinguished consideration, made an incalculablelion of, and endeavoring to make himself
extremely useful (to his country,) bv'laborioua,minute, ^jgilant, and evidently scientifically intelligentinspections of ship-yards, foundries,d>Ci, iVc«
The London Times of May 4th contains a

remarkable article concerning these facts. It
devotes one of its ponderous paragraphs to
describing the style in which old sportsmen,when the season is over, get together and talk
over "all the sweet auxiliaries and furniture
of sport/' Then it tells us:

" The great sportsmen of Europe have had a
glorious season, a regular battue in the Crimea,capital duck shooting in the Black Sea, and
some rather mild sport^in the Baltic. The retarnof game is considerable, and the improvementsin gunB, shot, and all the personal as well
as the material accessories of the amusement,immense. We have finished for the present:indeed the preserves are almost bare, ana

1horses, dogs, and all, fairly done up. So now is
the time for that after-sport we have attempted '

to describe. The Grand Duke Constantino is jcome to visit his sporting neighbors, Napoleon ,

and Victoria." jWell, the Grand Duke is on a visit of pleas-
ure; but he is a man of business, and subscribes
in the regulation of hi3 conduct to the venerableaphorism of " business before pleasure." jThe soul of Constantiue is in the dock-yardsand arsenals. The Times says:
"The Grand Duke returned again and again 7

to the foundries and workshops. On a second '

visit to the dock-yard of Toulon, after examin-
Jintr the new punboats and a mrwtol fritrain

broke out, 'I am impatient to have done with
theseofficial receptions, in order that we may

more carefully examine together your shipsand your dock-yards.' The floating batteries ,

he examined with intense curiosity. To the
yconductors he imparted his confidential opinion,that they would be a failure against any heavier

ordnance or a closer Are than at Kinburn ; and Jhearing that some under equipment were intendedfor China, he pleasantly observed, ' So j
you are going to take the chestnuts out of the
fire there too.' But nothing came amiss to his
useful and vigilant curiosity. Water-tanks,
sail-stores, oil-stores, small armorieB, iron and /

copper works.everything that contributes to i

perfection in the sport.he went through and
inspected, with a yard measure in hand. As /

he alwayB reduced the French measures to ours, ,it is evident that the British navy has been the
earliest and the most favored object of his
official studies. The Grand Duke is quite a "!
model for touiists. This is turning travel to
iccount. When his grandfather, his father, .

ind his uncles, catne to this country, they also
arought with them engineers and savans, and j,took homo all sorts of pc-eceful inventions. ,But tne urana x'unr, ... - .a id ^ R

'

man of business, and he returns to the exonnyi*if the founder of his empire, who wielded not jml;/ a yard measure, but an adze, in our dock- ^yards" ),But says the Times." an odd thought strikes tone.where is the game for this sport ? " Ah ! .look out, old England. Have your wooden 8walla ^J1 ready. The Times says, impressively: ^" This is no visit, of ceremony or pleasure, a
2nd the High Admiral of the Russian fleet, the
iternest of the Russian Princes, is no mere 0
fine, frank-hearted sailor,' but a man who r
joes about with a yard wand, and makes three *]
visits to a gunboat or dock-yard. j

1 A chie'.'s ainang you, latin' noiea.'
2nd if he does not publish them, which will t
<iot answer his purjiose, he will jmt them to a tl
fetter use." o
However, as far as we are concerned, the b

Girand Duke Constantino is most heartily wel- h
jome to see everything that iH to be seen in this tl
country. a

wReaping Okie's Own Obitvary..The tenure gjf the Major Generalship of Massachusetts,
ike that of a good many other officers in that ftvncient Commonwealth, is for life or duringrood behaviour. The Boston Transcript says qhat one of the former lived so long that a ftsicked wag, at his reported death, gave, as a w
lentiment at a public dinner, "The memory of tt
>ur late Major General.may he be eternally ]tewarded in heaven for his everlasting services binearth." Judge of the surprise of the author leif this toast, on learning, the next day, that g<he report was false, and the ^teran officer jctill alive.

# k(This reminds ns of an occurrence that took
ilace in the same State, some years ago. In
he days of Mycall, the publisher of the New-

e]mryport Herald, (a journal still alive and j"lourishing,) the Sheriff of old Essex, Philip ^iagley, had been asked several times to pay ^ip his arrears of subscription. At last one j,lay he told Mycall that ho would oertainly c1hand over the next morning as sure as he Kjived. If you don't get your nioney to morrow,
ou may be sure I am dead," said he.

wThe morrow came and passed, but no money. mudge of the Sheriff's feelings, when, on the ^uorning of the day after, he ODened his HermLI.
nd saw announced the lamented decease e

f Philip Bagley, E?q , High Sheriff of the £ounty of Essex; with an obituary notice at- u

ached, giving the deceased credit for a good
3any excellent traits*of character, bnt adding, wliat he had one fault very much to be deplored t
e was not punctual in paying the printer.Bagley, without waiting lor his breakfast, *

t&rted for the Herald office. On the way, it
truck him as singular that none of the many-iends and acquaintances bo met seemed to
e surprised to see him. They must have read *

leir morning paper. Was it possible they *,ared bo little about him as to have forgotten ,

Lready that he was no more? Pull of perturbaonbd entered the printing office, to aeny that f
e was dead, in propria persona. '1

" Why, Sheriff!" exclaimed the facetious
iitor, " I thought you were defunct I"
" Defunct 1" exclaimed the Sheriff. "What w,at that idea in your head ? " f?1"Why, you yourself!" said Mycall. "Did tu<

>u not tell me"
" Oh! ah lyes! I see | " stammsred out the
tariff. " Well, there's your money. And J
>w contradict the report in the next paper, if ?T
>u please." {*"" That's not necessary, friend Bagley/' said
e old joker; " it was only printed in your ma»" .... , - the
ine gooa anerm uvea many years alter tbia
sell," and to the day of his real death always (ok good care to pay the printer!.Neto OrnitPicayune.
Fishikg with Biros..Lieut. Habersham, in &n<

entertaining work entitled " My Last Cruise," i® '
lates a singular occurrence. In a Chinese cm
rer that disembogues in the Yellow Sea, he P*«
w a long, low raft of bamboo moored under
e lee of a heavy pier, on which were a It
lineae fisherman, a basket, a paddle, and five wh;
ick-like birds called u fishing oormorants." frit
ie fisherman soon reached out his hand to- tha
irds the birds, the nearest of which at once ®on
tddled up to aim, and stepped into his open da)

Ealra ; he smoothed his feathers with his rightand, bent his mouth to his arched neck for a
moment, and then pnt him on the edge of the
raft- There the bird dipped his bill into the
water once or twice, snapped his head from
side to-side, and ended by diving suddenly intothe turbid stream that washed his feet. After
being down ten or fifteen seconds, he suddenly
popped out of the water with a good-sized fishin his mouth, and, swimming to his master, deliveredup the prize. The fisherman stroked
him down as before, utterd a few encouragingwords, hnd the same operation was repeated.Another bird then made one or two unsuccessful
efforts, when the master took him back on the
raft, slapped him soundly on the head, and
threw him angrily down. That cormorant
made tracks for the other end, and looked quiteashamed. The trailing of birds for the purposeof fishing is quite common iu that part of
China, and is often made a valuable source of
emolument.
Douglass Jerrold..Mr. Jerrold is now in

his 54th year. Born in 1803, at which time
bis father was manager of the Sheerness theatre,he went to sea, when twelve years of age, as a
midshipman in the Royal Navy. His last
voyage in this capacity was when the ship onwhich he served brought over a portion ofthe British wounded from Waterloo. After the
peace of 1815 he left the Navy, and was apprenticedto a printer in London. He had
worked as a compositor for some years when
he made his first attempts in literature as a
theatrical critic. At the age of *20 he wrotehis Black eyed Susan. During the four-andthirtyyears which have elapsed since that wellknownplay first delighted the nightly crowds
at Surrey Theatre and at Drury Lane, Mr.Jerrold has continued to act on the publicwith his pen, as a writer ofdrama after drama.
as a writer of essays, sketches, and tales, for
magazines, and for separate publication.as
one of the chief contributors to Punch since itssecond number.and as the editor, in succession,of several monthly periodicals and two
weekly newspapers. The result has been, that
we now possess, as the collected body of his
writings, a considerable number of volumes;und that whosoever, either in Britain or out ofBritain, knows anything of cotemporary Britishliterature, is famiiiar with the name of DouglassJerrold.
Very few celebrated men stand the test of bengpersonally seen and listened to. It oughtlot to be so, but such is the fact. Most deciledly,however, it is not. so with Mr. Jerrold.Personally, he is one of the most impressivenen in London. His eager, courageous, some-vhat wild, but sensitive face, with a dash of:* ii

. in iv, i»a wen as ms spare ligure, would
irreBt attention even where he was not known.Vnd then his talk, wherever he is known ! Byhis time it is no secret that he is repnted inLondon circles to be the wittiest man going.In grave, downright, or discussive conversation,>r in eloquent and varied monologue, there mayle others of our metropolitan mfen of lettersvho come up to him; but, in the one quality ofvit, and, above all, in the faculty of instant,
lungent, Hashing, blasting retort, he is believed
,o have no equal. Not that he is a peculiarlyargumentative or combative man.far less that
le is really cynical or ill-natured. His ordinary)r spontaneous talk is bright, free, various, anicdotic,fanciful, and often very earnest, thoughitill characterized by the play of wit. But theashion of " wit combats," even among friends,las pot yet gone out; and often, where there is
10 difference at all, or where, if there is a diference,it is a perfectly amicable one, somethingvill be said by some one present, containingvithin it the elemental possibility of a je3t.a ;est confirmative, a jest critical, a jest sarcas* <
ic, a jest dissolvent, a jest personal to the 1
peaker, or a jest purely arbitrary and fantasic.
Then is Mr. Jerrold's moment. A flash, and 1

t is oat. Away somewhere among the aflini- I
ies, ore one could eonnt two, rhe thing has 'mnirht. s w®*o nl>» rip«*n 'tiuuuieu up, (.nalogy seized on the wing; two ideas, that had <aid apart since chaos^are suddenly brought to- t
of Vl or tho nliirttaa. 1 A A *'
|VV»v» 1 «uv ijuiv-Aroi uroin nas it nr^i; ice J

augh goes round like a cracker; and just when (
he rest are done, the metaphysical Scotchman <
,t length, at the end of the, table, cries out, " I
ee it," and sends around the laugh again, i
Vhen the jest is confirmative or fantastic, all s
re pleased; when it is critical or fantastic, or (
lissolvent, the speaker may go on at the peril 1
f another; when it is personal, and no harm is
neant, a good fellow will keep his temper. 1
There is, perhaps, no conversation in which Mr. r
errold takes a part, that does not elicit from 1
iim half a dozen of supremely good things of
he kind described. To recollect such good 1
hings is proverbially diflicult; and hence many sf Jerrold's die within the week, or never geteyond three miles from Covent Garden. Some, i
owever, live, and get into circulation, a little 5
he worse for wear, in the provinces ; and not 'Jfew have been exported. One joke.of his p
'as fonnd lately beating about the coasts of 'J
weden, seeking in vain for a competent 8we- eish translator; and the other day, a tourist
rom London, seeing two brawny North Britons h
tughing together immoderately on a rock near '1
'ippe W rath, with a heavy sea dashing at their c
jet, discovered that the cause of their mirth c
as a joke of Mr. Jerrold's, which they had injrceptedon its way to the Shetlands. A col- prction of Jerroldiaui, we should suppose, would *
e fonnd as good, of its kind, as a similar col- n
»clion of the witticisms of* Sydney Smith ; not 1
) numerous, perhaps, nor 30 rich and unctuous iiidividually, but many of them fiercer and more Sjenly barbed..National [tiny.) Mar/. o

ii
Good Doo, Majob!.A most remarkableihibition of canine sagacity occurred in St.
awrence county: An eminent physician, Dr. 1,!cC., of Potsdam, ^as hurriedly called in con- Niltation to a pa'.ient forty miles distant. His
)g, a faithful companion, and a splendid ape- lo
men of the Newfoundland species, accompa- aled him. On arriving at his destination, he hiund himself minus a very important medicine,hich was essentially necessary in the treat- pient of the case, and which could not be ob
ined in the vicinity. The oritical condition ecthe patient would not admit of his returning re
r it. }n this emergency, he bethought of es
usty <4 Major," who was ever willing to obey
s mandates. The Doctor accordingly wrote heletter to bis student, fwho slept in the office,) ktrapped it in a pocket handkerchief, and se>rel^fastened it about the neck of 44 Major,"
en dismissed him for home. The intelligent thtg' readily obeyed. Twelve at night found an
tr» KawI!n/v af ^f~

uvn..uH nv vuo futtc uwt j uia larauiar Qcice awakened the clerk, who let him in, and g«ain retired; but this would not answer the th
rpose of " *hQ» having an urgentmrnission to fulfil, commenced palling the fu!>lhea from the bed. This unusual demon

ationalarmed the clerk, who, supposing he wed admitted a strange, possibly mad, animal,
t cautiously up for his musket. The dog in- yQmtly became quiet; a match was lighted, wtien " Major," with a friendly wag of tile tail, ticproached, and with a piteous whine attracted XI) clerk's attention to his burden; the letter
a removed, "Major" fed with a hearty sup- jnr, when the handkerchief with remedies was tinlusted, and the trusty valet set out on his re- pn trip, which was accomplished before noon
i next day, oarrying the medicine safely, andring travelled the distance of one hundred of1 twenty miles within a day and a half. This Wrvellous feat of canine fidelity is well au- »V»<nticated..N. Y. Spirit of the Times, of

. folSmiim..Nothing on earth can smile hot a 1

a I Gems may flash reflected light; bat what cai
a diamond-flash, compared to an eye flash set1 mirth-flash? Flowers connot smile. This ent
i charm which evea they cannot claim. Birds is
inot smile, nor any living thing. It is the oni
rogative of man. It is the color which love sh<
trs, and cheerfulness, and joy.these three. th«
is the light in the window of the face, by we
ich the heart signifies to father, husband, or ter
ind, that it is at home and waiting. A face set
t cannot smile is like a bad that cannot bios- mc
a, and dries np on the stalk. Laughter is wh
r, and sobriety is night; and a smile is the ac<
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twilight that hovers gently between both, more
bewitching than either. But all smiles arc not
alike. The cheerfulness of vanity is not like
the smile of love. The smile of gratified pride is
not like the radiance of goodness and truth.
The rains of summer fall alike upon all trees
and shrubs. Bnt when the storm passes, and
on every leaf hangs a drip, each gentle puff of
wind brings down a pretty shower, and every
drop brings with it something of the nature oi
the leaf or blossom on which it hung; the roadsideleaf yields dust; the walnnt leaf, bitterness;
some flowers, poison; while the grape-blossom,the rose, and the sweet-briar, lend their aroma
to the twinkling dropa, and send them down
perfumed. And so it is with smiles, which everyilAart norfiimaa nanawlI«/ « !»* "1C-L

, ^vatuuiVO WV»V'' \\J IVO uaturc 5Clll^n*

ness is acrid; pride, bitter; pood-will, sweet
and fragrant..Henry Ward lleeriier.

Ccriocs Facts from History..The Ssxonsfirst introduced archery in the time of Voltigner.It was dropped immediately after the
Conquest, but revived by the crusaders, theyhaving felt the effects of it from the Saracens,who probably derived it from the Parthians.
Bows and arrows, as weapons of war, were in
use, with stone cannon balls, as late as 1610.
It is singular that all the statutes for tbe enoouragemaatof archery wero framed ater the
invention of gunpowder and fire-arms. Yew
trees were encouraged in churchyards, for the
making of bows, in 1482.hence their generalityin churchyards in England.

Coats of arms came into vogue in the reignof Richard I, of England, and became hereditaryin families about the year 1192. Theytook their rise from the knights painting theirbanners with different figures, to distinguishthem in the crusades.
The first standing army of modern times

was established-by Charles VIII, of France, in1445. Previous to that time, the King had dependedupon his nobles for contingents in timeof war. A standing army was first establishedin England in 1698 by Charles I, but it was declaredillegal, as well as the organization of
me royal guards, in 167i*. The first permanentmilitary band instituted in England was the
yeoinen of the guards, established in 14XGGunswere invented by Swartz, a German,about 11178, and were brought into use byVenetians in 1382. Cannon were invented at.
an anterior date. They were first nged at thebattle of Cressy, in 1340. In England theywere first used at the siege of Berwick, in 1405.It was not until 1544, however, that they were
cast in England. They were used on board ofships by the Venitiana in 1539, and were in uso
among the Turks about the same time. Anartillery company was instituted in England,for weekly military exercises, in 1G10.Insurance of ships was first practiced in thereign of Ca:sar, in 45. It wa3 a general customin Europe in 1194. Insurance offices werefirst established in London in 1G67.
Astronomy was first studied by the Moors,and was by them introduced into Europe in1201. The rapid progress of modern astronomydates from the time of Copernicus. Hooks of

astronomy and geometry were destroyed, asinfected with macic, in England, under thereign of Edward VI, in 1552.
Banks were first established by the LombartlJews in Italy. The name is derived from ban

C9, bench.benches being erected in the market-placesfor the exchange of money, A c. Thefirst public bank was at Venice, about 1550.The Bank of England was established in l»59.'t.In 1G9C, its notes were at 20 per cent discount.The invention of bells is attributed to Paulinus,Bishop of Xola, iu Campania, about the
year 400. They were first introduced intochurches, as a defence against thunder andlightning, in 900. They were first bung up iuEngland, at Croyland Abbey, Lincolnshire,in 945. In the eleventh r>ai >-« -

....... w.iuij, .»nu iwer, u
iraa the custom to baptize then^jp tl»e chnrehf-i>efore they were used. The curf, w bell wasestablished iu 10C8. It was rung at eight inho evening, when peopie were obliged to put'*'e RD(^ oaT,d'e. The custom was
jondon in 155<?, to nag TKeb>?fffi*iift'WJWffilrib
:ry, " Take care of your lire and c&odle, l»o
:baritable to the poor, and pray for the dead."How many are aware of the origin of the
yard 44 boo!'' used to frighten children ? It is
i corruption of Iloh, the name of a fierce Gothic
leneral, the eon of Odin, the mention of whoso
lame spread a panic among his enemies.
li:>ok-keeping was first introduced into lingendfrom Italy, by L'eele, in 1509. It waadeivedfrom a system of algebra published bylargo at Venice.
Notaries public were first appointed by the

fathers of the Christian Church, to collect the
kcts or memoirs of martyrs in the first century.The administration of the oath in civil canes
» of high antiquity. See Kxodns 22, 10.
Iwearing on the Gospels was first use 1 in U2W.
rhe oath was first administered in judicialiroceedings in Holland by the Saxon* in 600.
i'he words "so help me God, and all Saints^'oncluded an oath till 1550.
Signals to be used at sea were first contrived

y James II, when Duke of York, in lGfi>5.
'hey were afterwards improved by the French
oinmauder, Tourville, :*.ud by Admiral llalhen.
Haw silk is said to have first been made by aeople of China, called Seres, 150 11. C. It

rax first brought from India, 274, and a poundf it at that time was worth n pound of gold,he manufacture of raw silk wa* introduced
ito Karope from India by some monks in 550.
ilk dresses were first worn in 1455. The eggsf the silk worm were first brought into F.urope
t 527..Boston Journal.

GkTtixo to Hkavk.n »y way of 14kw Orkans..ThePhiladelphia correspondent of the
[ew York Dispatch gives the following :
" A few days since, a youug man who had
mg been attached to a church, and who was
3out to leave for New Orleans, came to bid
is pastor farewell.
M And so you are going, to that degenerate
ace. New Orleans, are you?" said the pastor." Yes, sir; but I don't expect to be iiifluenclby any extraneous pressure of any kind,"8ponded the young man, with considerable
irnestness.
"Well, I am glad to seo you so cot-fident. I
>pe the Lord will guide you. But do yonlow the temptations which exist there?"
"Not particularly, sir."
"Well, I do. You'll Gnd wanton women in
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w _ *njf trirct ;id rare wines and ardent drinks ; and you'llid fine company, and night brawling, and
>mbling, and dissipation, and running after
e lusts of old man Adam."
** Still, air, I hope to combat thtse auccesslly."
"I hope you will, my dear Christian brother,"
m the reply. " I hope you will, and let me
ve you this much for your consolation, in ease
u should fall from grace. The tempter ia
>rse than the sin; and the greater the teoiptam,the more merit there is in resisting it.
le man who goes to heaven by way of NemHeans is sure to have twice as high a placeeternal glory as he who reaches Paradise
rough the quiet portals of Connecticut or
innsylvania."
Music ijt Schools..At tho recent meetingthe Board of Education of New York city,illiam Cullen Bryant, of the Ktir York Hrtit
/ fbs/,made a capital speech upon the subjectMusic in Schools, from which we make the
lowing extract:
14 In making music a branch of common edn,ion,we give a new attraction to our common
tools. Music is not merely a study, it is an
tertaiomeut: wherever there is music, there
a crOiyd. of listeners. We complain that
r common schools are not attended as thev
>old be. What is to be done.shall we coat pel
i attendance of children? Rather let us, if
can, so order things, that children shall at
id voluntarily.shall be eager to arowd to tho
tools ; and for lhi3 pnrpowe nothing can la*
ire effectual, it seems to me, than the art to
ich the ancients ascribed such power, that,wording to tho fablea of their poets, it drew


